








Because man is proud 
God has stooped down 
to him 
Since Man is disobedient 


God has given him 
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the perfect example 
of the perfect obedience 


of Christ. 


















As man is ignorant 


and in error, 








God has given him 





Christ 





the perfect Teacher 
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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Lord of all beauty; 
This August day is one of the 
loveliest You have given us. It is 
almost ninety in the sun, but 


the heat. And there are clouds in 
the oyster-shell sky, which prom- 
ises cool showers. Your roses are 
still with us, red and yellow and 


prayer of thanks. 
In the gardens around the stat- 


icnic. The dahlias are at their 
best, and have grown tall enough 
to look over the heads of the 
gladioli so they can watch the 
saint in his niche. The nastur- 
tiums are massed against the pe- 
tunias — bright gold against a 
thousand shades of royal purples. 
And the marigolds are keeping 
company with the bachelor but- 
tons. 
Pansies Have Fun 

The pansies are running all 
around the borders of the garden; 
and they are not looking at St. 
Joseph at all, at all. They’re too 
too 
They’re too busy calling attention 
to themselves. They’re too busy 
making faces at each other. 

Sandra is mowing the lawn 
with a power mower. The clean 


sweet smell of grass adds itself+e+ 


the fragrance of the garden; and 
the sound of the motor is pleas- 
ant. God, would You quit loving 
me—just like that— if I said I 
liked the moaning sound of the 
motor? You just couldn’t quit 
loving me, nor any other man! No 
_ what I did—or what they 

o! 

The apple trees are heavy with 
fruit. The — will ripen in a 
few short weeks. They are as pret- 
ty as the flowers. Some other 
trees, envious, perhaps, of the 
orchard, are showing flashes of 
color. And, in the woods, tall 
maples are wearing red and or- 
ange pennons on their lances. 

Mushrooms are so plentiful this 
ead aman gets tired picking 
hem up and carrying them home. 
They stand up, boldly, in the 
pathways, in the roads, and in the 
shelter of little pine trees, tall 
ferns, and monstrous blackberry 








MOVING TO A 
NEW ADDRESS? 


HF to keep 
“RESTORATION” COMING 
REGULARLY BY 


PLEASE DO IT NOW WHILE 
IT’S ON YOUR MIND! 
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are perfect. Many thanks! 

But the most beautiful thing in 
this part of the world, to me, is 
the statue of Our Lady of Sor- 
rows, which stands in the or- 
chard as I write. 

The New Eve 
| There is something symbolic in 
ithis, maybe. For, in our happy- 
igo daffy way we have turned the 
‘tree of the Knowledge of Good 














canes. And most of them, Lord, | 
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PAPAL 
VOLUNTEERS 


Dear Friends, 

Unreliable power generators, 
long travel days, and a bit 
bout with some_ unidentified 
germs haven’t made the social life 














‘and Evil — the forbidden tree in|too smooth. But here we are again | 
| the Garden of Eden—into a sour|with our report from Peru. Our 
apple tree. And we have blamed | growth has been fantastic. After 


|Eve and the apple for all the|the 12 new Priests had come down 
there is a gentle breeze to temper! trouble we must suffer, (includ-|in March to begin their language 


|ing mosquitoes, deer 


flies, Castro, etc. 


flies, gad | courses, six more joined up and we 


lawait them when Cardinal Cush- 


One seeing the statue of Our! ing comes again in August. More- 


Sorrowful Mother among 


| place. 


the| over, four Priests from Ireland are| 
pink and white. It is strange tojapple trees naturally thinks of|joining our group pronto. Isn’t| 
see so many roses so late in the| Eye—and naturally wonders what|that wonderful! Our dear 
summer. Their aroma is like @|Mary is doing in that particular|wants this work to prosper an 
‘our Blessed Mother is seeing to it 


Lord 


; ¥ She was enshrined last year at| that generous hearts are not lack- 
ue of St. Joseph there is a wider)|our house on Carmel Hill. She was|ing. The wonderful news about 
variety of colors than one could|placed in a niche, beneath the|the Papal Volunteers from Kan- 
find in the plaids at a Scottish|foot of the cross. She stood just|sas is causing quite a stir, too. For 


below that emblem, her head bent, 
her hands held together in a ges- 
ture of anguish and resignation, 
tears on her lovely face. She was 
a beautiful image in her new 
black and red and gold paint. We 
loved her, and visited her, and 
said many prayers in front of 
| her. 

But the winter was hard on 
her. It chipped her paint. It peel- 
ed off patches of red and black. 
|It blistered her clasped hands. It 
| made her look shabby, forlorn, ne- 
|glected, abandoned. 





ting her, patting her, painting 
her, giving her a fine new look. 
Long Time No See 

—Befere I know, she will be gone 
again, and I may not see her for 
a long time. She will go back to 
Carmel Hill, a mile or so away, 
and I shall miss her, for I do not 
often visit Carmel Hill. 

It is not hard, Lord, to envi- 
sion Our Lady standing in a crowd 
of people, instead of in this or- 
chard—to see no birds flying over 
her, to hear no bees buzzing 
around her; only to see and hear 
a jeering, yowling, hissing, spit- 
ting mob of sinners! 

It is not hard to imagine her 
standing before a cross, not as a 
statue but as a living woman; 
and to imagine the cross not just 
a symbol but the beams on which 
her Son was crucified. It is not 
hard to think of Jesus hanging 
on that cross, making love to men 
as He dies. . making love to men 
who hate Him! 

And You put words in my mind, 
God, which seem to be in the 
heart of Our Lady! 

“A river rose in Eden water- 
ing the garden; and from there 
it separated into four branches. 
‘I see three rivers here, flowing 
out of this new Eden, three red 
rivers. One flows from His right 
hand. One flows from His left. 
One flows from His two feet nail- 
ed together. 

“I see three rivers watering the 
garden of the world, irrigating 
its arid soil, making it bloom, 
making it fruitful, making it 
beautiful and holy. 

“I see three rivers springing 
from the Body of God, carrying 
cargoes of grace, freight rich 
enough to redeem every slave that 
Satan has in his keeping. 

The Fourth River 

“But where is the fourth river?” 

A Roman lance is thrust into 
her Son’s side, and the fourth riv- 
er pours itself out into the wait- 
ing world. 

“Four rivers”, Our Lady says. 
“Four rivers flowing out of Eden, 
bearing the greatest treasure of 
Almighty God! Four rivers that 
will bring even the weariest sail- 
ors quickly back to the Paradise 
they seek! Rivers of God’s most 
precous blood! May they flood the 
world with mercy!” 

I will be gone from Comber- 
mere soon, myself, Lord. And Fa- 
ther Paul Bechard with me. We go 
to the Holy Land. We go to that 
spot on which Our Lady stood 
while her Son bled and died for 
us. We leave on Sept. 15th, the 
feast of Our Lady of Sorrows. 

There is another beauty in this 
day. It is the beauty of a sto 
in the August issue of Coronet, 
one of the modern magazines that 

(Continued on Page 4) 
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Heaven’s sake (and your own) 
please back them up. Most of you 
have been so generous to me that 
I would willingly sacrifice your| 
support for their important and) 
brand new type of work. It belongs | 
to you—the Laity—for they are| 
all laymen like you! 

My own experiences during the 
past two and a half months were 
interesting. My assignment was 
to relieve a young Priest from 
Canada who was all alone in his 


of al 


aly 


| POSSESSING 
THE TRUTH 


By Jose de Vinck 











| Something very. sad and sig- 
inificative happened recently. A 
well known Catholic publication 
warned all Catholics not to start 
arguing matters of religion with 
Witnesses of Jehovah for fear of 
endangering their faith! The 


challenge was picked up immedi-| 


ately by a Witness leader: “If you 
are so afraid, you cannot have the 
|truth. And the proof is that if you 
idid have the truth, with your 
great number you would convert 


ithe whole world in less than two 
ears!’’ The tragedy is that al-| 


though the Catholic Church pos- 
sesses in fact the fullness of truth, 
there is such a tiny minority of 
its members who know enough 
about it to defend themselves 
even against the vague and un- 
founded teachings of the most 
obscure sect! 

The children of darkness are 
often wiser than the children of 
light: more wholehearted dedica- 
tion is often found in the chil- 
dren of half-truths and in the 
children of lies than in those who 
have the privileges of the full, 
flamboyant revelation. 

It is very true that if the 
hundreds of millions of Catholics 
in name actually possessed the 


| northern Mission after his part- truth of their Church, the face of 
iner had taken sick and was re- the world would be renewed. How 
| So it was decided she should be|tyrned to Canada. The town of 


usy looking at the visitors.|repainted. And Rollie Turcotte) MONSEFU, Peru was the site of 


few, alas, possess even enough of 
its rudiments to handle their own 


has been working on her during|our operations. I thought I had affairs! And how fewer still are 
the last weeks, caressing her, pet-| been accustomed to almost every- enriched with 


that surplus of 


thing in the line of spiritual and truth, that outbursting truth that 
social disorder. Monsefu ‘brought|is the source of apostolic 
me up’. It isa town of 18,000 zeal! Let us pray, but let us also 
people, largely descendants of the!do all we can to learn the truth 
Mochican Indian tribe—(Last ofthat is offered to us for the tak- 


the Mochicans???) They live in 
the customary adobe houses jam- 
med hip to hip along narrow 
streets. There is neither drinking 
water nor sewage disposal in the 
town. We drew water from the 
river and boiled it, but the wash- 
ing of dishes and pans in boiled- 
filtered water is quite a chore 
and proved to be too annoying to 
our cook. Her lack of attention 
caused our stomachs to rebel. 


But worse, in that town I bur- 
ied nine little children under the 
age of 3 years within 48 hours. 
What a piteous sight to glimpse 


home surrounded by flower buds 
alive with flies and vermin. Death 
is not a kind companion in any 
circumstances of social level, but 
it looks so cruel under these raw 
conditions! 


It seemed to me, during my stay 
in Monsefu (I go back for a few 
more weéks as soon as I get my 
medical OK) that I was constant- 
ly baptizing or burying. It was 
the first time in my life that I 
had ever used up all of the Holy 
Oils within the year. 

(Our address is still: Apartado 
5145 Miraflores, Lima, Peru.) 

Yours Father Thos. Reilly 





Love From Dot 


This is Goodbye, and I love you: 











To the men who plow the gardens, 
To the watchers at the gates, 


To the boys who fix the motors, 
To the girls who wash the socks, 
To the ones that carry teacups, 


And the ones that plant the rocks. 


For the singing and the praying 
For the working and the play: 
Thank you all for every minute 
Of each long and lovely day. 








Let me thank you, let me love you 
In this house that’s Mary’s shrine; 
May she shower graee upon you 
As you’ve done for me and mine .. 


Holy hearts and working hands— 
and 

Memories of each radiant face 

I shall carry like a treasure 

From this blest and hapyy place. 


God bless you all forever, 





Love, 
Dot Hoogterp 





the little rough white box in the| 


To the girls who wash the plates, 


ing, the truth that may be con- 
densed within a single word! 

“The harvest is great, but the 
reapers are few!” 





| 


| 
| 








A SONG T0 
MY FATHER 


By Robert Pelton 











It is fearful to fall into Your 
hands, O God. 

Their fire consumes, devours me; 
their strength binds 

' And shackles me. I am a prisoner 

And cannot escape. Like an eagle 

You have seized me, have carried 

me away. 

| Twisting, turning, in terror I cry 
out for mercy. 





|But see! See the sparrow! See it 
| soar 


‘And dive against a sky golden in 

| morning! 

See it skim the wind of mid-day 
and watch 

'It flutter to nest as fields are 
shadowed 

At twilight, And if it fall to 
earth, 

You know it; if it is free, O Lord, 





‘It is free because You hold it. 

/Your hands are hands of love, and 

| what we think, 

‘In fear, are chains, are wings of 
freedom 

That we too might fly, might soar 

and dance 

‘Above the sun, byond the far- 
thest star. 

You love me, Father, more than 
many sparrows, 

So hold me tighter that, falling, I 
might rise 

To sing Your mercy in tree, in 
sky, in heaven. 

\O hold me tighter that You may 
number even 

‘The hairs of my head, O Father, 

| Father, Father! 








Power of Love 


By Father Emile Briere 











Summer School, 1961, ended in 
a transfiguration on the Feast of 
the Transfiguration of Our Lord. 
He came. We saw His glory . . the 
glory of His peace, His joy, His 
love. We saw His children loving 
one another. Like a cascade of red 
red rubies, precious drops of His 





Precious Blood fell into many 
hearts and they were healed. He 
had offered His gift of pain. It 
had been received with gratitude 
and amazement. Hence the trans- 
figuration. 

To all who shared in this 
simple, quiet, moving experience 
the following verses are addres- 
sed with love, lest we forget. They | 
are all borrowed and reprinted} 
here without permission. Permis- | 
sion is presumed. 


The Great Minimum } 


It is something to have wept as 
we have wept, | 

It is something to have done as| 
we have done, 

It is something to have watched | 
when all men slept, 

And seen the stars which never} 
see the sun. 


It is something to have smelt the} 
mystic rose, | 
Although it break and leave the 
thorny rods, 
It is something to have hungered 
once as those 
Must hunger who have ate the 
bread of gods. 
To have seen you and your un-| 
forgotten face, 
Brave as a blast of trumpets for) 
the fray, | 
Pure as white lilies in a watery| 
space, | 
It were something, though you! 
went from me today. | 
To have known the things that) 
from the weak are furled, 
Perilous ancient passions, strange 





| 
| 
| 


and high; 

It is something to be wiser than 
the world, 

It is something to be older than | 
the sky. 


In a time of sceptic moths and} 
cynic rusts, 

And fatted lives 
sweetness tire, 

In a world of flying loves and 
fading lusts, 

It is something to be sure of a 
desire. 


that of their 


Lo, blessed are our ears for they 
have heard; 

Yea, blessed are our eyes for they 
have seen: 

Let thunder break on man and 
beast and bird 

And the lightning. It is something 
to have been. 


The Church 

And we see you come toward us 
with golden brow in the return- 
ing light of our joy. 

For He from whom we went forth 
has come after us, and He from 
whom we scattered has gather- 
ed us into Himself. 

He has found us in the lap of our 
wretchedness and has put on 
humility in our hands, 

He dwells in the wine of your 
chalices and in the white bread 
of your altars. 

You lay Him on our longing, you 
place Him on our hungering 
lips. 

You lay Him deeply into the 
heart of our solitude, and it 
opens like gates unbarred: 

The dust of atoms blows together, 
for the stillness of eternity 
is mightier than a storm: 

We are of one flesh and of one 
blood. 

We are the flame of one soul- 
birth— 

You are the true form of the 
world! 





Have you not heard his silent 
steps? He comes, comes, ever 
comes. 

Every moment and every age, 
every day and every night He 
comes, 

comes, ever comes. 

Many a song have I sung in many 
a mood of mind, but all their 
notes have always proclaimed 
“He comes, comes ever comes.” 





| 


In the fragrant days of sunny 
April through the forest path 





Could the love of God 


do more for man? 







St. Thomas 

















| he comes, comes, ever comes. 
|In the rainy gloom of July nights 
| on the thundering chariot of 
| .clouds he comes, comes, ever 
|__ comes. 


In sorrow after sorrow it is his 

isteps that press upon my heart, 
and it is the golden touch of 

| his feet that makes my joy to 

| shine. 

The Song of Quoodle 

|They haven’t get no noses, 

The fallen sons of Eve; 

Even the smell of roses 

Is not what they supposes; 

But more than mind discloses 

And more than men believe. 


The brilliant smell of water, 
The brave smell of a stone, 
The smell of dew and thunder, 
The old bones buried under, 


Are things in which they blunder 
And err, if left alone. 


wind from winter forests 
scent of scentless flowers, 
breath of bride’s adorning, 
The smell of snare and warning, 
The smell of Sunday morning, 
God gave to us for ours. 

And Quoodle here discloses 
All things that Quoodle can, 
They haven’t got no noses, 

And goodness only knowses 
The Noselessness of Man. 

Christ alone makes of us one 
people. Every moment He comes 
to us eagerly with hands laden 
with gifts. If we remain forever 
in love with the Cross we will rec- 
ognize and receive His gifts every 
moment. . . in sorrow after sor- 
row, in pain after new pain. 

Let us not turn back nor look 
behind as Lot’s wife did, but live 
and love today with hearts eag- 
erly expecting the final Wedding 
Feast. ‘There shall be one Christ 
loving Himself”. 

Let us live and love today in the 
Power of His Love. 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


The 
The 
The 











Staff Worker Kathy Rodman 
who has been stationed in Stella 
Maris House in Portland, has been 
appointed the new Local Director 
of the foundation that will be op- 
ened this fall in the State of Vir- 
ginia. 

Staff Worker Joyce Thomasmey- 
er has been appointed to take the 
place of Kathy Rodman. 

Appointed to Maryhouse, Yu- 
kon Territory was Staffer Clem- 
entine Larcher. 

Staffer Shirley DeWitt is back 
at Madonna House after several 
months stay in Mexico. 

Father Eugene Cullinane, the 
principal of Our Lady of White- 
horse Hostel, spent a few weeks 
this summer at Madonna House. 

Staff Worker, Joseph Hogan has 
completed the course for his Bach- 
elor’s Degree in Sociology at 
the University of Portland, Ore- 
gon. 

We had some excellent lectures 
given by Dr. Karl Stern who was 
visiting here for a few days. 

Also, Dr. Beryl Orris of Chicago, 
a specialist in the field of ‘“pre- 
ventive” psychiatry, gave the staff 
a week of wonderful lectures after 
the close of the Summer School. 

We deeply mourn the loss of 
our good friend, Alice Kelly, who 
died in Boston and also request 
your prayers for her, and for Fa- 
ther Leo Cushing who died during 
August. 

The Chapel at St. Benedict’s 
Acres, our farm chapel, has been 
completely re-decorated. 

The gardeners were very happy 
that the strawberry yield this 
year exceeded 700 pounds. 

The Maintenance Department 
proudly reports that an air com- 
pressor was donated to the Auto 
Shop, also a chain hoist. 

Also among the summer guests 
were Father George of India; Fr. 
Brown, O.S.B. of Collegeville, Mo.; 
Fr. George Connolly from Boston; 
Fr. Kanka of Rochester, New 
York; Fr. St. Pierre, C.SS.R.; Very 
Rev. Father Diemer, S.F.M. of 
Scarboro, and Very Rev. Father 
Chester Michael of St. John 
Vianney Seminary, Richmond, 
Virginia. ; 

May Our Lady of Peace bring 
this precious gift to a troubled 
world. 


| 
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WHERE LOVE 


and the Democracies, the 


and Asia (with the same 


to Christ? 


Chesterton says 


If we cannot answer 


us. 


For a start, let us 


God and _ neighbor, 


ourselves. 


What will it serve us 


The time is now! 


The line of demarcation between Communism 


were, or Russia and the West, is getting finely drawn. 


The people of the North American continent and of 
the world begin to understand that atomic war is 
closer than “around the corner”. Shelters are being 
built seriously and newspapers speak calmly of the 
fact that should an atomic bomb be dropped on the 
U.S.A. about 50,000,000 people might die. But that 
the others may escape, they suggest proper Civil De- 
fense measures should be taken. 


How did we get to this spot? What were our 
sins of commission and omission? 


Where did it all begin? Was it the day we sold 
the Jews down the line to the Nazis? We did sell them, 
didn’t we? By doing nothing about them! By closing 
our eyes to the horror of their deaths! They were our 
brethren and we let them die in the millions. 


Did it begin long ago and far away, when the 
Spaniards saw the gold of America and desired it with 
an unholy desire, and when other white men in Africa 


wealth of the natives and coveted it? 


Did it begin even farther back than that—when 
men stopped dying for their Faith, for Christ, and 
began to compromise with His teachings? 


At what point did we begin to render lip service 


CHRISTIANITY HAS NOT 
FAILED . . IT HASN’T REALLY BEEN TRIED. 


not pinpoint the exact moment in time and history 
when all this began, at least now under the mushroom 
shadow of a death-bedding atomic bomb, we should 
be able to begin to understand that we must use the 
one weapon, the one technique, that alone can save 


WE MUST BEGIN TO LIVE THE GOSPEL! 


putting our heart into the right place, and sharing 
with our brethren not only all our surpluses but some 
of our necessities. Tightening our belts for the love of 
pouring 
countries not only our own money and goods, but 


a three-car garage in a suburb of Washington or some 
other town in the States or Canada, when—tomorrow 
—all of it will be radio-active rubble? 


Unless we implement the Gospel of Christ 
without compromise we shall perish! 


IS — GOD IS 


East and the West, as it 


greed-filled eyes) saw the 


these questions. If we can- 


re-read it with a view of 


into the have-not 


to have a lovely home with 

















OUR LADY OF 
THE ISLAND 


Trudi Cortens and Elsie Whitty 
from our foreign mission of the 
West Indies write that they would 
like to get the following medical 
supplies, preferably by mail, in 
small packages: 











1. Five CC’s; ten CC’s hypo- 
syringes. 
2. Rubber gloves, size 6 and 7 


Surgical scissors, the ordi- 
nary kind all nurses use. 


. Sterile gauze pads. 

. One or two bed pans and a 
couple of urinals. 

. Rubber sheeting. 

. Containers to sterilize 
syringes and needles. 

. Containers to hold cotton, 
gauze, etc., used in dispen- 
saries, glass or enamel. 


3. 








Trudi would like to have all 
kinds of catechetical helps, books 
for teachers and pupils and all 
kinds of children’s books, holy 
pictures and rosaries, crucifixes, 
water fonts and small statues of 
Our Lord, Our Lady, and the 
Saints. 

She would also be grateful for 
ready-made jellos, puddings, 
soups that you just drop in hot 
water, Kool Aids . . it’s hot there 
... Occasionally % pound of rais- 
ins, dried prunes or apricots, easy 
to dry and ship. And she still 
hopes to get a subscription to: 
AVE MARIA, THE CATHOLIC 
WORLD, CATHOLIC DIGEST,, 
AMERICA, COMMONWEAL, 
JUBILEE, THE SIGN. 


Small parcels sent often by mail 
arrive faster than others. 


The address is: 
Miss Trudi Cortens, Director 
Our Lady of the Islands 
House 
Hillsborough, Carriacou 
The Grenadines, West Indies 
(via Grenada) 

Thank you! 





Journey Inward 


Catherine De Hueck Doherty 











My mother used to say when I 
was a little older, but still in my 
youth, that there was only one 
death that was frightening. That 
was the death of a soul which, 
through mortal sin, was separat- 
ed from God. She called such 
people by the frightening name of 
“THE LIVING DEAD” . . I used 
to wonder, in fear and trembling, 
if there were many such living 
dead walking round about. And 
I prayed to the Lord constantly to 
“resurrect them”. 

Of the other death, my mother 
spoke lovingly. I thank her now 
for this. She followed in Christ’s 
footsteps, and took the STING 
OF DEATH .. even out of my 
emotional make-up. 

I’ve been thinking much lately 
about THE LIVING DEAD and, 
as usual, I translated my think- 
ing into a poem which I call— 

The Asbestos Man 

Once in time, unto the earth 

Love spilled ITSELF in Tongues 

of fire... 

Men then became columns of 

flames . . 

that burned without consum- 

mation... 

torches themselves—who spilled 

God’s fire—wherever they 

set their sandalled feet... 


Today .. in our cold, grey 
robot age. . 
LOVE descends in_ sheets of 
flames 
But modern man wears on his 
soul 


an asbestos suit. . 
He walks untouched, unfired, 
cold . . amidst God’s fire. 


What is to him the Paraclete 
When his gloved hand can press 
a little button—and unleash 
fires—that will destroy himself 
. . . the earth? All are in his 
power .. 
He is unto himself a God! 


What traffic can a godlike man 
have with the God of myths. . 
nursery rhymes?...ahill?.. 
a Cross and foolish 
spendthrift death? 
What are to him tongues .. or 
sheets 
of Love’s fire? 
He cannot bother to spell that 
childish word ... LOVE. 


y 


& 





| 


Encased in his asbestos suit 
he does not know himself! 
He wears it night and day, 
His prison, and his safety, 
and his reason are woven into 
the very fabric of it all. . 


Around him men cry out in 
hunger, 

hunger for love . . He does not 
al. eae 

Nor does he know that his 
asbestos 

boots are soaking up their 


b pe 
shed in despair! 
He is immune .. or so he thinks 
in his asbestos suit! 


But soon . . so very, very soon . him to study, and within a few 
f | weeks returned with a miniature 
. For asbestos is a0} 


| 


| those of Our Lady of Combermere. 


The blood will seep through 
all of it . 
porous 
it drinks all moisture up.. 
What fire cannot touch 

blood will. 


Asbestos man . 
die, 
Soaked with the blood of 


brothers you did not know 
and could not love. . 
because you hid yourself in your 
asbestos suit. 


. soon you will 


Soon you will die .. 

not even knowing where. . 

But it will be upon a hill 

in Palestine, 

alone—beneath an empty, 
shadowy cross 

You did not choose to love. . 


Asbestos man .. 
still 

some time . . little time . . tear 
off your suit 

and let the sheets of fire 

renew your soul and make 


while you have 





you clean! 


| 
| 


Pi ben the beauty, etc. He took 


ANOTHER LADY 
of COMBERMERE 


By Dorothy Phillips 











Marian Centre, Edmonton, Al- 
berta—The face of Marian Centre 
is changing. The old white frame 
house we called St. Joseph’s has 
been razed. It was a firetrap. The 
floors buckled. The area of space 
assigned for sorting was no big- 
ger than a small apartment kit- 
chen. The rooms where the cloth- 
ing had to be distributed were 
crowded when we allowed six 
people in at one time. Yet, it was 
not at all unusual to have to dis- 
tribute clothing to as many as 
one hundred and thirty men with- 
in a space of two hours. 

Although we tried out best, we 
knew we were not serving God’s 
poor as they should be served. We 
were forced to hurry them in 
making decisions as to what to 
take. It is not at all impossible 
that there were times, due to hur- 
rying, when they took somethin 
either too large or too small. Bu 
those days are gone now. 
Rising up on the site of the old 
house is a new building — still 
called “St. Joseph’s”. It is attach- 
ed to our present building, the 
whole forming an “L”. 

Sort of Roomy 

There is a large sorting room 
with sufficient bins into which 
to sort the clothing. There is a 
large sorting table in the center. 
Since it is not unusual to have 
five or six volunteers coming to 
help us in sorting this clothing, 
they will now be able to do so with- 
out literally “falling all over 
each other.” So our sorting will be 
done with greater care and with 
special attention to sizes, types 
of clothing, etc. 

We have rooms where we can 
store the winter clothing which 
is donated in the summertime, 
and the summer clothing donated 
in the winter. But best of all, we 
have two large rooms which will 
serve as centres for distributing 
the clothing—one for men and 
one for women and children. 
There will be plenty of hanging 
space for the dresses, coats and 
suits. Therewill be rooms set aside 
for such things as hats and shoes. 
There will be deep-set tables 
where underwear, socks, shirts 
and many other things will be 
set out according to size. 

Upstairs we will have a laun- 
dry, a dormitory for the male 
staff workers, and a large work- 
room .This workroom will have 
sewing machines and irons. We 
hope to have volunteers working 
with us to mend clothes that need 
buttons or require having a seam 
sewn. Many of the socks we get 
need mending. We had been un- 
able to do this work before, lack- 
jing the space. 

All? Not at All! 

Our new building is built of 
cement blocks, as is our old one. 
It is nearing completion. Most of 
ithe ceilings are up. The man 
rot ae on the tile floors is al- 
most finished. The doors and win- 
dows are on, and the plastering is 
|done. The painters have started 
|putting on the primer coat. 

All of this sounds very wonder- 
ful. But it is not all. We have been 
very fortunate in another way, 
also. There is a German sculptor 
here who has only been in Can- 
ada for a little over one year. I 
got in touch with him, showed 
him a picture of the statue of Our 
Lady of Combermere, and asked 
if he could do a reproduction of 
her that could be put up on the 
front wall of the new building. 

His eyes really lit up when he 
saw the picture, and before long 
he was quite excited about the 
whole thing. He was talking of 
|the “music” of the statue — the 


























a few of the pictures home with 





He had captured the rhythm, 
replica worked in copper! 
the music, and the movement. But 
the facial features were hardly 


THE ECUMENICAL 
COUNCIL 


Many people have asked “what 
is an ecumenical council”? An 
official statement, sent out from 
Rome attempts to answer this 
uestion, in detail. An ecumen- 
ical council, it says, is “an offi- 
cial meeting of all the bishops of 
the entire Catholic world for the 
purpose of exercising jointly, in 
union with the Roman Pontiff 
and under his guidance, their of- 
fice of teacher of the Faith,.of 
legislator, and of judge.” : 
It adds, “In order that a council 
be legitimate it must be convoked 
by the Roman Pontiff and presid- 
ed over by him, either personally 
or by someone delegated by him. 
The coming council will be the 
twenty-first held by the Catholic 
Church, and will take its name 
from the place of meeting, the 
‘Second Vatican Council.’ 

Since Jan. 25, 1959, when Pope 
John XXIII made known his in- 
tention of convoking this council, 
he has discussed it many times. 
he has insistently called on the 
faithful to work for its success. 
According to His Holiness the 
council must be . . “the desired 
beginning of better times after so 
much unrest and turbulence. . 
generous and worthwhile contri- 
bution to the awakening of activ- 
ity .. . an event of supreme im- 
portance for the life of the 
Church, for an increase of faith, 
for the reform of customs, a vigor- 
ous radiation of the Gospel 
throughout the world . . a marvel- 
ous demonstration of variety, of 
unity, and of charity.” 

The call was given to all the 
faithful, to students and scholars 
to children, to the sick and infirm, 
to seminarians, to the clergy, and 
to souls consecrated to God. All 
must pray for this undertaking. 

What does the Holy Father 
want from us? He wants: 

“A lively interest in the prep- 
arations for the Council . . Follow 
the course of its development with 
profound penetration into its 
doctrinal principles, its religious 
culture, and its historical infor- 
mation. 

“The faithful should be in- 
structed as to what is happening 
so they will be prepared for the 
repercussions and results of this 
exceptional congress. 

“Prayer for the outcome of the 
Council must be particularly fer- 
vent and continuous... Pray with 
perseverance . . The successful re- 
sults of the future. Ecumenical 
Council depend more upon the 
ardent prayers said in advance 
than upon all Our human activ- 
ity and diligence. 

“Dispose yourself toward the 
Council with a supernatural out- 
look according to the spirit of 
Holy Church. 

“We must add a still greater ef- 
fort, a great desire of sacrifice, 
one could say, a desire of purifica- 
tion. We do not tire of repeating 
our eager request for prayer and 
sacrifice because we are certain 
they will find full and generous 
response. 

“Our diligence and our efforts 
to make the Council develop into 
a great event will remain vain so 
long as our collective efforts at 
sanctification are less harmonious 
and less resolute. No single ele- 
ment can contribute to its success 
so much as a united and deter- 
mined striving after sanctity. 

“May the good faithful find 
their place of cooperation with us 
in prayer, in assiduous prayer, in 
the radiant testimony of a 
Christian life wherever the call of 
duty finds them.” 

“Ever so often let the faithful 
be exhorted to recite special pray- 
ers for the ECUMENICAL COUN- 
CIL that they may be convinced 
that it is a serious and grave un- 
dertaking.” 


OUR RURAL 
APOSTOLATE 


By Mary Ann Gilmore 

















I had expected this, on account of 








the medium. We decided to go 
ahead with it, since there is cer- 
tainly enough about it to make 
one know it really represents Our 
Lady of Combermere. 


Our Lady At St. Joe’s 


On August 1st I received a tele- 
phone call telling me that the 
Statue was finished. A group of us 
went down to the sculptor’s shop 
to see it. It is seven feet tall, and 
—wonder of wonders — we saw 
that he had captured the tender- 
ness in her eyes and the gentle 
firmness of her mouth. The face, 
too, is really that of Our Lady of 
Combermere! 

Don’t misunderstand me in my happy 
raving. This is not such a statue as the 
original. It is done in copper sheet metal, 
and therefore has not the depth. It is 
impossible for the veil to flow in the 
breeze since the statue itself is riveted 
to the wall. However, the effect is there. 

Soon it will be bolted into place. 








When St. Joseph’s house is blessed, Our 
Lady of Combermere will be there. 


members of the Rural Apostolate 
plus Shirley Dewitt, decided to 
rough it and travel to Smith Falls, 
about 170 miles from here, in our 
truck, 
truck has a beautifully built cab- 
in, (thanks to the Men’s depart- 
ment) which we converted into 
seeping 

bac 
doors on the cabin. We tied them 
open and the two lucky riders in 
the back enjoyed a view beyond 
description. 


served as a couch in the daytime 
and beds at night, we watched the 
scenery sie ar in the distance. 
It was definitel 

of the countryside, and a unique 
one. Also in the cabin we had our 
outdoor cooking equipment, pro- 
visions for three days, each one’s 


Ladies of the Open Road- 
Five of us staff workers, four 





or “bookmobile”. The 


uarters and a travelling 
seat. There are great big 


Seated on mattresses, which 


y a different view 





a) 


overnight case, everyone’s favor- 
ite books, and a few boxes to be 
delivered along the way. There 
was plenty of room for everything, 
but the unpacking of all our gear 
at every stop eventually wore us 
down. 
The Worst Roads 

We decided to go down to the 
City by way of all the back roads 
we had never seen. The result: 
when we arrived at Smith Falls 
the riders in the back were cov- 
ered with dust, from their heads 
down. However we arrived in good 
time to check into the trailer 
camp, cook our supper over the 
fireplace, and have a swim before 
spreading our matrresses in the 
truck and closing our eyes in 
sweet sleep. 

Sunday we rose early, went to 
Mass, and returned to the camp- 
ing site to cook our breakfast of 
bacon and eggs over the open fire. 
Sooty but good. The rest of the 
day was spent very profitably in 
visiting the Ontario School for 
Retarded Children (which is in- 
spiring) and the Merrywood Sum- 
mer Camp for Crippled children. 
Both of these places were a true 
joy to visit. Only love can produce 
such happiness as we saw in so 
\many children’s faces. We were 
inspired by the work done for 
these groups of children. 

Perhaps because we looked so 
exhausted, three good friends, Dis- 
trict Nurses for the Ontario 
crippled children’s society, ar- 
ranged to put us in a lovely cozy 
suite of rooms which overlooked 
the beautiful Rideau lakes. We 
were, of course, “disappointed” 
not to be crowded into the truck, 
even more so when we discovered 
it leaked. Monday morning we 
had to wring out some of our 
blankets before leaving for the 
trip home . . . However our grati- 
tude to the camp for their hospi- 
tality will be long lasting. 

Our last lap of the trip home 
was peaceful and we enjoyed the 
quiet ride and the stop for meals 
cooked over the fire along the 
way. Relaxed, revived, and re- 
cuperated, we arrived back at 
Madonna House, convinced that 
camping out was our way of trav- 
eling for better or worse, for 





richer for poorer’, till exhaustion 
|doth us part! 


| 








LOOKS AT BOOKS 


My Catholic Faith, Louis La- 
Ravoire Morrow, published by My 
Mission House, Kenosha, Wis., 
$4.95 in the U.S.A. 430 pages. This 
is the “Silver Jubilee” edition of 
a book that has already sold over 
a million copies. It comes out, says 
its author, the bishop of Krish- 
nagar, West Bengal, India, with 
more than a hundred new illustra- 
tions, charts, and maps. The Most 
Reverend “Begging Missionary”, 
adds that “many of the lessons 
are entirely new; those that are 
not new have been revised and 
brought up to date. The book has 
been reset in a variety of types, 
and I am told that it is the low- 
est-priced book on the market 
considering its size, binding, qual- 
ity of paper, and the number of 
illustrations.” It is indeed a good 
book to have in any Catholic 
household, especially one in which 
there are children. The book is 
for Catholics of all ages, but chil- 
dren will love it especially. 

Apostle in a Top Hat, James 
Patrick Derum, Hanover House, 
$3.95 in the U.S.A., 240 pages. The 
life of Frederic Ozanam, founder 
of the Society of St. Vincent de 
Paul, the first lay apostle of mod- 
ern days, is well worth the read- 
ing. Mr. Derum has devoted time 
and effort to research; and has 
made a novel of the biography. 

Christian Family Movement, a 
new pamphlet by Gerald and Ei- 
leen Fitzgerald, with a foreword 
by Msgr. George A. Kelley, direc- 
tor of the Family Life Bureau, 
New York. Published by Paulist 
Press. Ten cents. The C.FM. 
Techniques, say the authors, in- 
troducing the movement in this 
16 page pocket-size booklet, “have 
helped many average Catholics to 
become good apostolic Catholics.” 
Married couples and priests wil] 
enjoy this little work. 
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| LIVE ON 
AN ISLAND 


By Catherine 











The new bridge is sturdy and 
solid. It joins my island with the 
mainland at the narrowest point, 
the marshy part, of the river. And 
I discover a thousand new and 
wonderful secrets of nature. 

As I cross it, I meet frogs. They 
remind me of the many bullies I 
know, and of little people who 
try to be important. For these 
frogs of mine can really blow 
themselves up to strange and im- 
mense sizes. They do not realize 
that the more they blow them- 
selves up the uglier they look. 

I watch them bully the little 
frogs, as some people do. Having 
bullied them a long time, and 
pushed them around, they often 
end by eating them. Doesn’t this 
happen likewise among men? 
There are a thousand ways of 
“eating or swallowing” a fellow 
human being. 

Dragons and Snakes 


I watch the beautiful dragon 
fly with iridescent wings, cover- 
ing my bridge with beauty. But 
I also note that this beauty is 


As I wend my way beneath the 
canopy of branches, shot through 
with vivid patches of sun, alter- 
nating with shadows, I realize 
that the function of an island 
which represents man himself is 
to build two things . . a bridge 
toward God and men .. and a 
place where alone God meets the 
soul. 

For in order to walk across the 
bridges that one has to build from 
an island that is oneself . . one has 
first to enter the garden enclosed 
and to meet God who dwells 
therein. 

Yes, my island continues to 
teach me many holy things. 


OUR LADY 
OF AQUIA 


By Catherine Doherty 














In this issue I have written 
about Our Lady of the Islands, 
our latest foundation in the West 
Indies. But pretty soon Our Lady 
of the Isla:ds will cease to be Our 
LATESt FOUNDATION — and 
Our Lady of Aquia will be it! 

As yet there is no “Lady of 
Aquia”’. It will be born on Septem- 
ber 20, or thereabouts, which will 





LIFE WITH 
THE INDIANS 


By M. Legris 











i p 
Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon mediately afterwards we left for|—for this is a mission where the | 


—One of the biggest thrills of the 
staff worker in the Yukon is the 
opportunity to visit the Indian 
missions taken care of by the Ob- 
late Missionaries. The most iso- 
lated are the ones you are anxious 
to see, but they are scattered. The 
Alaskan Highway and the side 
roads are not the most pleasant 
to travel on, for they are dusty, 
and there are possibilities of wash- 
outs, or roads rendered impassable 
by heavy rains, or rock or land 
slides. And of course you can have 
many flat tires on one trip. Dur- 
ing my first years in Whitehorse 
I had an opportunity to see Daw- 
son, Carcross, Atlin, and Bur- 
wash, plus all the missions south 
of Whitehorse on the Alcan High- 
way. But I always had a great de- 
sire to see Ross River and Tele- 
graph Creek . . both of which are 
out of the way and which I never 
really believed I would see. 





Cassiar, British Columbia, a rich|meat here and there. Usually the, 
asbestos mining town surrounded; women young and even the aged! 
by snow-capped mountains. After|—-went out to shoot rabbits and_| 
a chat with Fr. Cannon, he took|gophers to feed their families. | 
Mary and me to the home of Mr.|‘‘Store” food was very expensive| 
and Mrs. Murdoch, where we|and beyond the purse of many of) 
spent the night. After Mass next|the Indians, so they had to eat 
morning, Mrs. Murdoch had the|what Providence supplied for) 
riests and us for breakfast. Im-/them in the bush. Their dogs even | 


One Man's Scrap is 


Another Man's Gold 


By Catherine Doherty 
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Our rock business is getting or- 


Telegraph Creek, the priests in|natives still travel by dog-team— 
Fr. Cannon’s truck, Mary and I)|were thin and hungry looking. 

in the station wagon. There were) Fr. Rigaud is everything to the 
still 75 miles of good road. It was | Indians—priest, father, doctor, 
raining and a bad day to face the| nurse, advisor. If anyone is sick, 
Dease Lake road, but we made the/he is notified immediately — and 


goes to take a temperature, maybe | 


| ganized. We are still beggars for 
icold chisels, geological hammers, 
iand other tools that can chisel 
|stone and rock and minerals 
|away. We are looking also for an 


|ultra-violet lamp used by rock 


start. hounds to show the fluorescent 
When we reached the weather |give a shot of penicillin, dress an) ox. And our chemist is in need 
station at Dease Lake, Mary and|infection, dispense medicine. If| of: platinum wire for flame tests 
I travelled with Fr. Cannon. Fr.\he thinks the patient needs hos-| paidnces for weight determina- 
Triggs went with a prospector who | pitalization, he will send him by tions yeagents for testing such as 
was driving to Telegr aph Creek. bush plane to Whitehorse hospital. |, Vqrochloric acid, acetic ‘acid, ete. 
The road was something to be- Moose Hunters And, of course, glassware such as 
hold . . most of the remaining 75| Often the Indians have to go 30/\test tubes, reagent bottles, ete. 
miles . . rivers, lakes, cliffs, gorg-|to 50 miles for good moose-hunt-|If anyone has books or informa- 
es, canyons, hair-pin turns, and|ing territory. Father takes them|tion on testing procedures this 
roller-coaster roads. At one point/there in his truck, and when the| would be greatly appreciated. 
we were driving on a very narrow | hunt is over, brings them and} For believe it or not, rock test- 
road with a canyon on both sides their spoils back. ing demands a lot of chemistry. 
of us. We reached our destination; Father built a new log church Incidentally, we are still beg- 
about 7 p.m. had a good supper in Ross River. It took him a long| gars for. the rocks themselves, 
and some friendly chatter. ‘time, for he had to cut and peel) from USA and Canada, from our 
After visiting a few families we|the logs in the bush — and most|rock hound friends, for as you 
retired. Next day Fr. Doetzel took |of the time he worked alone. The know, this is all going to serve to 





But the golden opportunity 
came. Our Director General, B, 
had been anxious, all these years, 








short-lived. It makes me medi- 
tate constantly on the shortness| 
of life and question myself if I 
bring beauty into it—the supreme | 
beauty that alone is lasting for- 
ever and ever, the beauty of God’s 
love. 

There are water snakes in my 
marshes that I can watch if I 
stand quietly without moving for 
a period of time. They come from 
nowhere and silently swim, blend- 
ing with the water lilies and oth- 
er vegetation that grows in marsh 
grounds and waters. It is fascin- 
ating to watch them approach 
their prey. They do not pounce 
_on it as some of the animal king- 
dom do. They shorten their swim- 
ming rounds, circling round 
about their prey in ever decreas- 
ing circles, seeming to whisper 
to them, to hypnotize them. The 
prey, immobilized, watches them, 
fascinated, unaware that death is 
closing in. 

The eternally repeated story in| 
man’s life of a tree and an apple 
and a serpent and a man and a 
woman . . stands vividly before 
me as I watch my water snakes 
I find myself with tears in my 
eyes when finally the snake gets 
its prey. For I think of the mil- 
lions of men and women who, like 
the prey in this case, could have 
escaped, jumped away, if only 
they knew the truth . . which is 
God! 

Yes, my bridge is a fascinating 
place, though it is not as elegant 
nor as high and graceful as my 
old one was. I am getting quite 
attached to it. It teaches me 
much as I walk across it all hours 
of the day and evening. 

And Then Crosses 

I was praying to the Lord about 
having some Stations of the Cross 
on my island. I was praying be- 
cause Our men are very busy and 
cannot spend time making 14 
crosses to put on trees. I love the 
Way of the Cross, and I wanted to 
say it quietly on my island, which 
lends itself so well to both medi- 
tation and contemplation. 

I guess the Lord agreed that it 
was a good idea for lo and be- 
hold! One day a Crucifix came! 
About 12 feet tall. Immediately I 
thought of it as the starting point 
of my future way of the cross. I 
asked one of our men to paint it 
black, and one of our girls to 
make in the center (for it had no 
corpus) the sign of Charles de 
Foucald . . a red heart with a 
cross on top of it. 

This was done and the Cross 
was nailed to a tall pine tree in 
front of my wide windows. As I 
write this, I can look at it. It 
helps me much to do so always. 

Cross On A Tree 

Time went by, and one day 
FOURTEEN LITTLE CROSSES 
ARRIVED—as frankly I expected 
them to! 

These I had painted red. Now 
they are all nailed to pine and 
birch trees across my island and 
I can say the Stations in peace, 
in the cathedral of God. For m 
island resembles a little cathe- 
dral. The pines are old, and so are 
the birches. They make a canopy 
out of their branches that is 
beautiful to behold. Green bush- 
es and little trees make the walls. 
And soft pine needles, brown 
with golden flecks, make its floor 
_—through which here and there 

wild flowers and colorful mush- 
rooms grow. 

I walk from tree to tree, from 
Station to Station, praying for all 
those whom I love and for all 
those who do not love me. But es- 
pecially I df for the world and 
all men in t that they may 
know God,—so that then “all the 
rest shall be added to them”. 

It is good to see a littie cross 
on a big tree. It brings you closer 
to Christ whose cross was fash- 


Y|course go to the families residing 





ioned out of a living green tree. 


fall on the Ember Week of Sep-| 
tember . . a good reminder for | 
those who will be in charge of it| 
that the Kingdom of Heaven is 


|taken by violence — violence to| 


oneself mostly,‘-which should in-| 
clude penance and prayer. 

But where is Our Lady of 
Aquia, and what is it going to be? 
It is located in the Diocese of 
Richmond, Virginia, on Shirley 
Highway No. 1, leading from 
Washington, D.C. and _ other 
places to Richmond. 

The First Mass 

The word “Aquia” is an Indian 
word, which was given by the or- 
iginal inhabitants to that partic- 
ular spot in Virginia. It is located 
about 15 miles from the town of 
Fredericksburg, about 10 miles 
from Alexandria, a little farther 
from Falls Church, and Arlington, 
Va. 

On that spot, on the highway, 
stands a large cross, illuminated | 
at night, commemorating the ap- 
proximate place where, for the 
first time in Virginia, Mass was 
offered in an humble farm house. 
This was in the latter part of the 
17th century or the beginning of 
the 18th. It is a hallowed and 
historical site for Catholics. 

Today the Church of St. Wil- 
liam of York stands there, a mis- 
sion Church to the parish of 
Fredericksburg. The diocese owns 
about 200 acres of farm land 
around about that church. There 
are two houses there. One is a 
family dwelling. The other is a 
cabin. 

This is the place of our future 
foundation of “Our Lady of 
Aquia’”’. A team of three or four 
will leave Madonna House to go 
and live in the house and in the 
cabin. Two or three women and 
one man will start the work. 

They are going to establish a 
Cana Colony. The Ordinary of the 
Diocese, His Excellency, the Most 
Rev. John J. Russell, kindly allow- 
ed some ten acres of the property 


to be used for the building of cab-| g 


ins, cook shacks, and other facil- 
ities for the families of the diocese 
to.come to for week-ends—not for 
what is known normally as a “re- 
treat”, no .. but for week-ends of 
soak recollection, recreation, and 
un! 


Nearest First 


The people will come with their 
children at stated periods. The 
staff of Our Lady of Aquia will do 
the baby-sitting, so that the 
parents can listen to the lectures 
and talks of specially invited 
priests who will discuss topics of 
interest to Catholic families. This 
can be summed up under the 
title of “Restoring the Home to 
Christ”. 

There will be Masses in the 
mission church of St. William. 
There will be conferences and 
there will be, we hope, sing-songs, 
picnics, and discussions that re- 
new and restore men’s minds and 
souls. That will be on week-ends. 

The priority of visitation will of 


in the diocese. If there is room, 
others will be cordially invited. 

During the week Our Lady of 
Aquia will teach catechism to the 
parish children. 

We shall begin very humbly. 
The building will be a co-operative 
project, done mostly by those who 
wish to benefit from its services. 
Much has already been accom- 
plished by interested parties. The 
house and cabin where the staff 
will live, through the charity. of 
the people, have already been 
made ready. All essentials have 
been provided. 

Even before the team arrives 
the charity of the people has 
welcomed them! 

We are all looking forward to 
September 20 and the birth of 
Madonna House’s 11th mission. 





to have the staff workers go out 
and live in an Indian village for 
a few weeks and see how the na- 
tives lived. With only Maryhouse 
and no extra staff, it was impos- 
sible. But this year with ten 
staff workers at Our Lady of 
Whitehorse hostel, B’s dream 
could be realized as soon as the 
Indian children went back to their 
villages at the end of the school 
term. 
Two Great Weeks 

So, it was arranged with the 
missionaries that the staff, us- 
ually three in a group, would go 
to a mission for two weeks, stay 
in the quarters provided by the 
priest, eat what he had, and do 
the work he asked them to do. 

The first group left Whitehorse 
with Fr. Gene on July 4, en route 
to Telegraph Creek, five hundred 
miles away. Edith Scott, Mary 
Pennefather, and Rose Gagne 
would stay at Telegraph for two 
weeks, Jean Capets and Doreen 
Rousseau would return with Fa- 
ther. 

When it was time to go back for 
the three staffers, Fr. Gene, anx- 
ious to have some of the rest of 
us see the wonderful country, 
asked Fr. Triggs if he would like 
to make the trip and take Mary 
Ruth and me along. We needed no 
coaxing. So, on July 17, with en- 
ough food for four days’ travel- 
ling, we left Whitehorse. The 
weather was warm. The Alaskan 
Highway was very dusty. Our first 
stop was at Teslin, 120 miles 
south, where we planned to have 
some sandwiches with Fr. Boyd. 
He would have none of that. He 
cooked us a good moose steak! I 
have never eaten a more tasty 
meal prepared and served as fast 
and as well as Father did it. Fr. 
Triggs insisted on washing the 
dishes, and he was so keen on do- 
ing it that no one tried to talk 
him out of it. Then Fr. Boyd tried 
to tempt Fr. Triggs to go trout 
fishing for a few hours . . but the 
latter couldn’t be tempted even 
though he had a great desire to 

0. 


A Winding Road 

Soon we bade Father farewell 
and faced the dusty highway and 
the most beautiful scenery in the 
world for an afternoon of travel- 
ling. We didn’t talk much but 
everyone was absorbed in lonking 
at the mountains, rivers, lakes, 
the winding road, and the traffic. 
We arrived at Upper Liard about 
5 p.m., and decided to visit Fr. 
Guilbaud. Not far away we would 
leave the Alaskan Highway and 
travel on a narrower, more wind- 
ing, more mountainous, and 
more dusty road called the Cas- 
siar Road, for a distance of nine- 
ty miles. 

At this time of day the huge 
trucks hauling asbestos from the 
Cassiar Mine would be travelling 
on this road. Driving, and meet- 
ing them, was most hazardous 
because of the dust. 

We enjoyed our meal with Fa- 
ther. We enjoyed the stimulating 
conversation as much as the food. 
Fr. Guilbaud has lived in a very 
isolated mission of the Vicariate 
for several years. Being a keen ob- 
server, a great scholar, and a 
great lover of the natives, he can 
carry on a most interesting con- 
versation. You know when you 
talk to Father that you are going 
to learn a lot. He showed us his 
little church, the pews he was 
making for his new mission at 
Watson Lake, his garden, where, 
in addition to fresh vegetables, he 
had the most beauti flowers. 
When we waved good-bye to him 
he was standing in the door of 
his home, dressed in his carpen- 
ter’s coveralls, smoking his pi 
and wearing his usu 
smile. 





al happy 
Ride in the Rain 


pe | mineral in this area. The women 





One flat tire later and three 
hours of looking at even more 
beautiful scenery, we arrived at 


us to visit the Indian families, for/little varnished log church is'increase the funds of Our Lady 
we knew most of them as they/realy a masterpiece, and a monu-|of Pakistan, our next foreign mis- 
have all been at Maryhouse at one ment to Father’s great love. The) sion. If anyone has a microscope 
time or another in the past seven|interior is finished beautifully|he is not using, we will be grate- 
years. It was salmon season in; and we were happy to see a stat-|/ful for it. And if there are any 
this village, and the Indians were/| ue of the Infant of Prague, a gift) back numbers lying around and 


netting, drying, and smoking| 
their supply of fish for next win- 
ter. It was a sight to see their 
big fish camps with row upon row 
of lovely red salmon drying and 
smoking. We had a most enjoy- 
able day there. 

Next morning, after Mass, we 
said farewell to Telegraph Creek 
and started home. We got to Cas- 
siar in the afternoon. Fr. Cannon 
had one of his geologist friends, 
Al Lonergan, take us in a jeep up 
the 6000 ft climb to see where the 
asbestos is mined. It was cold 
up there and it was exciting to 
walk along and take a big chunk 
of asbestos out of the mountain. 
We also had a conducted tour 
through the mill and came away 
with samples for Mr. Dee. 

The five girls spent the night 
with the Lonergans and next day 
we started on our last 350 miles, 
which would bring us to White- 
horse. 

This is just the barest outline 
of our trip . . so much could be 
written about the things we saw, 
the kindness and hospitality of 
everyone, and the things we learn- 
ed. For me it was a seven-year 
old dream come true. | 

By Jan Hills 

Our Director General, also as- | 
signed the staff at Our Lady 
of Whitehorse Hostel to spend two | 
weeks of the summer in an In-}| 
dian Mission, so that we might 
get to know and understand the| 
natives better, observe how they 
live, observe how the missionaries 
work among them, and be better 
prepared to work with the Indian 
youth in our hostel. 

Lupe Zabaco, Bill Jakali and I 
were appointed to the Mission at 
Ross River, about 220 miles north- 
east of Whitehorse. We would) 
travel south for 82 miles on the 
Alaska Highway, then leave the) 
highway at Johnson’s Crossing, | 
and travel north-east on a much} 
poorer road—the Canol Road— 
for 138 miles. Our departure was | 
delayed a day because of rain and 
Fr. Rigaud, the missionary in| 
charge of St. Michael’s mission at 
Ross River, had warned us not 
to travel on the 138 mile road if 
it rained. The weather report for 
July 6 was in our favor, so after 
an early Mass at the Cathedral 
in Whitehorse, the three of us 
left with a car full of blankets, 
food and luggage. 

It was a beautiful drive—but as 
you drove along the gorges, the 
cliffs, the winding road which was 
often like a roller coaster, you 
got scared once in a while. At one 
place we had to wait for a “cat” 
to build a piece of road for us— 
as the road was under construc- 
tion—but other than that we had 
no delays and no trouble. 


We Believe In Signs 

We arrived at Ross River about 
5 p.m. Fr. Rigaud was waiting for 
us. We had to carry our luggage 
and everything across a long foot- 
bridge to where Father had a 
tractor and trailer to take them 
to the mission a mile away. Fath- 
er had come to this spot on the 
two previous days. He wasn’t sure 
just when we would arrive, so 
he had left directions on a post 
near the foot-bridge: “Staffwork- 
ers, if I am not here, just leave 
things in the car, cross the bridge, 
follow road until you hear dogs 
barking, do not turn at first road, 
but continue on to the mission.” 

Our days at Ross River were 
full and interesting. Many of the 
men were out with prospectors 
staking claims as there is much 





and children were at home. Some 
lived in small dirty log cabins, and 
some lived in tents. The latter 
were moved quite often to another 
location. The Indians were very 
poor. You would see a little moose 





of our good friend Marion Black-! unused of: 


lock, of New York, in this distant 
Yukon Mission. Bishop Coudert 
came to make his annual visit 
while we were there and he bles- 
sed the new church. 

During our visit Fr. Rigaud cel- 
ebrated the 15th Anniversary of 
his ordination. We had fun plan- 
ning a special dinner for the oc- 
casion, making and decorating a 
cake for him and “dolling” up 
the table. By the time Father cut 
the cake at least 10 Indians had 
come, so they all had a piece. 

Lupe and I did work around the 
house, cooking, laundry, ironing, 
mending. We visited the Indians. 
Bill helped Father with some car- 
pentry work in and around the 
church. We all went fishing, in 
lakes several miles away over very 
bumpy, bad roads. It was fun 
cooking the fresh fish over an 


open camp-fire. Father and Bill), . 


also had an eye out for game, but 
there were no moose to be seen 
on these occasions. 

We spent three weeks living this 
wonderful peaceful life in Ross 
River. We were sorry to leave but 
we thank God for giving us the 
opportunity to have seen ‘Another 
Christ” working among the poor 
Indians of the North—identifying 
himself with them, sharing their 
joys, sorrows and_ poverty. In 
winter Father will travel by dog- 
team to visit them in their hunt- 
ing grounds as much as 200 miles 
away from their village. 

Truly he is ‘Another Christ”—a 
priest who serves the poor—and 
as a new school year begins at 


1. “Gems and Minerals” 

2 “Rocks and Minerals” 
land any books on _lapidary art, 
| jewel making art, rock and min- 
lerals, we would welcome them. 

Wool is still the number 1 need 
in our handicraft department. All 
|kinds of remnants of wool are 
needed. We have finally set up our 
| Weaving Studio. We have quite a 
few spinning wheels and a card- 
‘ing bench, so now we can start 
|weaving. Linda Lambeth, in 
|charge of all our handicrafts, has 
| just finished a course in weaving. 
| Has anybody any large weaving 
spools of cotton thread or wool 
|that they are not using? Any 
| wooden old-fashioned butter 
|moulds around on some Canadian 
farm? Cheese forms? Crocks? Oak 
barrels? We can use all those. Has 
anybody any old rocking cradles 
. the kind that the old-fash- 
ioned farm woman _ rocked the 
|baby in while she was mending, 
|knitting or spinning We could 
luse a few. They are still in de- 
|mand in this part of the country. 

Old-fashioned kitchen, wood- 
/en spoons, potato mashers and 
|other kitchen utensils used by our 
‘forefathers would be most wel- 
|comed, and if you have old, old 
|interesting bottles, we can use 
'them in our handicraft work. 

Could anybody give us the rec- 
j}ipe of how to make good, hard 
|apple cider? Or a recipe for good 
|old-fashioned apple butter? We 
‘are really eager to get those as 
|we have a big crop of apples. 
Speaking of recipes, does any- 


our hostel, I hope we will re-| body anywhere know how to make 
member the lessons we learned in|old-fashioned rye bread . . or 
loving the Indians from Fr. Ri-| pure rye flour, ground at home? 


gaud in Ross River. © 
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Thank You 
Doctor Orris 


Madonna House was most priv- 
ileged during the month of Our 
Lady, for she brought to us Dr. 
Beryl D. Orris, psychiatrist, doc- 
tor of medicine, leading authority 
on human relations, world travel- 
ler, and musician, who gave our 
staff and our guests a series of 
brilliant lectures on “preventive” 
psychiatry. 

He arrived August 5 and stayed 
ten days, giving two lectures a 
day and giving of himself un- 
stintingly between the lectures to 
anyone who wanted to be further 
enlightened. 

It is rare in our day and age to 
find a person like Dr. Orris who 











with fluent ease combines the- 


ology and one of the most con- 
troversial of sciences, psychiatry. 

Here is a man who clarifies the 
dark corners of man’s mind, ex- 
plores the mysterious jungle of 
emotions, and ends up by bring- 
ing his audience to the realiza- 
tion that truly love is the answer 
to all the human problems, and 
that love is God. 

All of us at Madonna House 
owe a tremendous debt of grati- 
tude to Dr. Orris, for, armed with 
this knowledge, we certainly hope 
to put it into practice in an apos- 
tolate dedicated to love God. 


|And we would welcome recipes of 
|sauer kraut, and various recipes 
|on dealing with cucumber pickles 
of any kind. The rare and old- 
fashioned ones and the dill pickle 
ones—but there must be more! 
We would so _ appreciate your 
sharing them with us. 

| How about children’s books for 
our bookmobile, our rural libra- 
| ries, for the libraries of little one- 
| room country schools and, for our 
| own Catholic Lending Library of 
| Madonna House? 

One of our Staff has studied 
| mosaics, and we would be grate- 
|ful for mosaic cement, ideas on 
| mosaic work and a bibliography or 
list of books on same! God bless 
you, and 

A Million Thanks! 


Mail From India 


Ursuline Convent, P.O. Tongo, 
Via Chainpur, Ranchi Dt. Bihar, 
India. 

Dear Friend, you will be happy 
to hear from us again. We still 
continue to remember you in our 
daily prayers. Our orphans and 
poor children dv not forget you 
either. We ever remain grateful 
towards you. 

Some time ago I wrote about 
the necessity of building a dormi- 
tory for our poor children. We 
have not started building yet, but 
we made bricks and baked them 
locally. This is much cheaper 
than to buy them. Our children 
too did help a lot by carrying the 
bricks. We are far from having 
| the necessary funds to start build- 
(ng. May I ask you once more to 
send us some help in the way you 
are able. 

For the occasion of the 25th annivers- 
| 


| 























ary of my Religious Profession I asked 
|our dear Lord to grant me a hall as a 
| present for our poor children. Won’t you 
|help our dear Lord in granting this 
| request? Our poor children, and we the 
| Sisters, will pray daily that God may 
j bless you and all your undertakings 
|most abundantly. Thanking you most 
| sineerely in advance. Yours ever grate- 
} fully in Our Lady. 
| ets 


Mother M. Paula 
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“Parents are often confronted 
by a conflict: on the one hand 
they want to give their children— 
especially as they become older— 
the opportunity to make their 
own decisions and to handle their 
own affairs. On the other hand 
they are fearful that their chil- 
dren are not grown-up enough to 
handle every situation with good 
judgment. 

“While we recommend very 
strongly that children be given 
plenty of freedom and initiative 
within their ability to handle it, 
we recommend just as strongly 
that parents do not hesitate to 
step in when a child’s immature 
judgment is leading him toward 
trouble. 

The New Nancy 

“Nancy was a normal, healthy 
girl from a conservative, middle- 
class family, and associated with 
a group of young people from a 
similar background. Shortly after 
she turned fifteen, Nancy chang- 
ed very suddenly. She abandoned 
her old friends and took up with 


“fight for life” . . the power of 
simple humble people who face 
tremendous hardships with a 
quiet dignity, serenity and peace, 
knowing nothing else. 

City and Hamlet 

Mexico has much more than 
the poor. Mexico City is a power- 
ful metropolis. There is nothin 
wanting of ‘modern life” in that 
beautiful city. It has all the so- 
phistication, intellectual achieve- 
ments, liturgical movements, and 
Catholic Action of the best or the 
worse. But one meets a different 
Mexico in the small pueblos, in 
hidden villages.. A people we do 
not understand easily. 

The Spanish conquistadors 
never really penetrated the cen- 
turies of Indian culture. One 
senses a mystery about this. 

A life hidden from our civiliza- 
tion! 


A sociologist once told me that 
each culture has a “code”, a meth- 
od of expressing things through 
almost indefinable symbols, which 
are understood immediately by 
those of the same background, but 
leave an outsider in the “dark”. 
This is no mistake. I think most 
Americans experience the feel- 
ing of being “outsiders” with the 
Spanish-Indian people of Mexico. 

Through learning their langu- 
age, studying their history, econ-| 
omics and geography — and es-| 








a disreputable group of older 
teen-agers. Nancy’s parents were| 
shocked and they feared for her 
safety and character. But never 


having had to control their) 
daughter, they didn’t know) 
how to handle’ her _ now. 
They tried to talk to her 


calmly and gently, but she re- 
fused to listen. Her old friends 
were a “bunch of sissies and 
squares”; her new friends were 
“a lot of fun”. Her parents 
weren’t giving her “a chance to 
grow up and be independent”. 

“Afraid to push the matter too 
hard, her parents let it slide, 
shutting their eyes and praying 
that she would come to her senses. 

“One Saturday night Nancy 
went off to a party. Shortly after 
she left, her parents got a phone 
call from the mother of one of 
Nancy’s old friends warning that 
the party Nancy was heading for 
was being planned as a sex orgy. 
That settled it! 

The Old Nancy 

“Nancy’s father dashed out, got 
into his car and raced after her, 
catching up with her at the bus 
stop. Without any ifs, ands, or 
buts, he trundled her into the 
car and brought her home. When 
they got home, the girl locked 
herself in her room, while her 
father raged and stormed. A little 
while later, Nancy came out, walk- 
ed over to her father, put her 
arms around him and said: 
“Daddy, I’m so glad you stopped 
me. You don’t know how scared 
I was.’ 

“When Nancy’s difficult be- 
havior began, she was going 
through a common teenage ex- 
perience—an attempt to “break 
away” and to try out her wings as 
a grown-up. She liked the thrill 
of the new adventure, and she 
wanted to prove her mettle by im- 
itating older girls. But before she 
had moved very far, she knew she 
was in over her depth. She wanted 
to retreat, but didn’t know how, 
without ‘losing face’. Her father’s 
decisive behavior was a life-saver 
even though it came so late. In ad- 
dition to saving her from serious 
trouble, it also helped her to make 
a decision she was unable to make 
for herself. 

“Parents too often are fooled by 
the surface brashness and bra- 
vado of their children. Underneath 
there is very apt to be a great 
hesitation and fear. While the 
young people will never say so 
outright, they welcome parental 
interference that will take them 
“off the hook”. 

(Reprinted with permission from the 
book “Master Your Tensions and En- 


joy Living Again” by Stevenson and 
Milt, published by Prentice-Hall.) 


THREE MONTHS 
IN MEXICO 


By Shirley De Witt 














I have returned from the Center 
of Intercultural Formation, Cuer- 
navaca, Morelos, Mexico. I went 
there to work as a secretary, and 
also to take the course in inten- 
sive Spanish and cultural adapta- 
tion for Latin America. It is an 
experience I will not soon forget. 

exico is a vast country. You 
get the feeling that strength and 
vitality are needed to survive here. 
The terrain is rugged. Mountains 
tower in overwhelming heights. 
The struggle for survival is bare 
and naked in the poor. There is 
no chance for illusion when you 
look at their life. Surely, for 
them, existence means hard long 
hours of work, which they take 
for ted, as humble simple 
a. e usually do. 

ere is a power about Mexico; 
the power of those who live close 





to reality . . who meet daily the 


pecially with a heart filled with 
love and zeal for the Kingdom of 
Christ the immense bridge of 
“understanding” could be tra- 
versed. It is a simple bridge, but it 
spans depths unfathomable. One 
can cross it only if she is willing 
for God’s love, to leave all that is! 
familiar, secure and satisfying, for | 
something new, unfamiliar, and| 
frightening. 

That is what the Center in| 
Cuernavaca hopes to do. Priests, 
Nuns, members of the Grail, of 
Coady International Institute, 
and of other established move- 
ments, as well as Papal Volun- 
teers, come to Mexico for training. 
They come with a desire to serve 
our Latin American brethren, but 
ignorant of what this means in 
daily down-to-earth living. 

Old and New 

The course is sixteen weeks 
long. Week by week, the tremen- 
dous task of these men and wo- 
men is unraveled before them. 
The struggle with Spanish. The 
realization that one has to sacri- 
fice one’s “way of doing things”, 
one’s cultural code, to learn a 
new one (to put this into prac- 
tice day by day, takes heroic self- 
abnegation, a dying to self) in 
regions that could not even be 
suspected. 

For instance, one may be an 
expert in co-operative planning. 
In Bolivia co-operative building 
of a local industry is needed more 
than anything else. A zealous 
“Gringo” (as Americans are 
called by Latins) lands in a small 
village in Bolivia. His job begins 
—a slow, long, arduous up-hill 
task. He must first quietly, gently, 
peacefully get to know the people. 
He must learn how they think . . 
how they do things. . all the 
while remembering he came to 
bring them economic help 
through a \ co-operative for the 
Love of God. 

Five years may go by before he 
begins to establish a co-op with 
some local leaders. Five years 
spent in small talk, apparently 
doing nothing of importance. ‘The 
co-operative is eventually started 
by local leaders. The Gringo 
should not want, should not 
get, credit for the job. It is the 
people who must help themselves. 
Ten years later the American 
leaves. A co-operative has been es- 
tablished. It is on its feet. His 
mission is accomplished. 
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Adventure for Christ ] 


Selflessness is the keynote of| 
mission life. As the weeks at Cuer-| 


You rebuked me gently. “In- 
deed you are not”, You said. “But 
why not? For this were you born, 


navaca unfold, one realizes it is| that You should be a saint!” 


truly the white martyrdom that| 
wins souls to Christ everywhere in 
the world. Going to Latin America 
may sound glamorous, exciting, 
adventurous. It is to those who go 
in and for Christ! 

Mexico is a good place to begin 
the journey to Latin America. It 
is a beginning to live among 
people who do not think or act 
like we do. It is a beginning of| 
realization that perhaps our way 
of life is strange—and that other 
folks have much to teach us. It 
is maybe the beginning of a hu- 
mility and reverence before the 
traditions and customs of other 
men, with a hope of becoming 
more like Him “who became all 
things for all men”. . | 

Before I left Mexico I visited) 
Our Lady of Guadalupe’s Basilica. | 
I had the wonderful privilege of| 
attending Mass there quite a few| 
times. I lingered long on the day 
of my last visit. Our Lady of 
Guadalupe, the Patroness of the 
Americas, perhaps will bring her 
Gringos and Latins together in 
a deep and real appreciation of 
each other. Perhaps the poor, de- 
voted, simple Indian peasant who 
crawls to her on bloody knees re- 
pairs for the over-pampered, 
over-fed, spoiled American! 

And it may be that the Ameri 
cans working in Latin America 
may _truly find themselves 
through the selflessness of those 
they come to serve! Perhaps oul 
Protestant - Jansenistic culture 
will be bathed clean in the Cath- 
olic traditions of our Latin neigh 
bors. And also Our Lady may 
wipe out some of the guilt of our 
sins of suppression and aggres- 
sion, greed and selfishness, which 
we have heaped on other nations 
through our ignorant, selfish, | 
“goodwill’’. 





LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from page 1) 


is still fit to read and worth the 
reading. It is Shirley Seifert’s 
story of Tom Dooley—‘the jungle 
doctor . . who. dedicated his life 
to the people of Laos.” 

I would like to quote this story 
for Your friends, Lord; but I 
would rather have them rush out 
and buy the magazine. I will 
quote only two sentences: 

“Because I can pray I can com- 
municate. How do people endure 


anything on earth if they cannot} P 


have God?” 

Tom Dooley brought the heal- 
ing wonder of those red rivers into 
the harassed country of Laos. He 
brought Your mercy to hundreds, 
to thousands, of the wretched and 
poor. And I am sure he has found 


peace and love with You. Give 
him a salute from me, God. And 
ask him to look after our Madonna 
House kids when they go to mis- 
sions here and abroad. They 
would like to know how he chan- 
neled those rivers of grace to the 
land in which he worked. 

Reading this story, I remember- 
ed something You said to me a 
long time ago. I don’t remember 
where I was at the time, in the 
woods, in the chapel, in my room, 
in an auto or a plane or a train, in 
Combermere or some other part 
of the world. But I will never for- 
get what You said. 

I had tried to excuse myself to 
You—in my idiotic wordless way 
—for something I had done, or 
failed to do. I said; “But God, I’m 
not a saint!” 


Rivers Within Us 
I thought of Your Son standing 
before Pilate and saying: “Thou 
sayest, that I am a king. For this 
was I born, for this came I into 
the world, that I should give tes- 
timony to the truth.” 

I am still not a saint, Lord; and 
only with Your help shall I be 
one. Only with Your help, and 
the help of Your Lady of Sorrows. 

Pilate asked Him: “What is 
truth?” ; 

Jesus is the Truth. He is the 
Way, the Life, and the Truth. Let 
us swim in the rivers He made for 
us, let us even wade in one of 
them—say the one that rose out 
of His heart—and we will give 
testimony with our lives! 

But this is only talk. We can- 
not wade or swim in those rivers 
of the Precious blood. For they 
are contained within us. They 
circulate through us! They per- 
‘meate us! They irrigate us! They 
make us_ bloom—even though 
‘Our soil is the soil of the desert! 
| And—if they dry up, or are lost 
to us through misuse or neglect 
or abuse—we can open our sluice 
gates wide the next morning and 
receive new torrents directly out 
of Your eternal Paradise! 

Why do You love us so infin- 
itely much? And why do we— I 
particularly—love You so little? 
God, make me a saint in spite of 
me! 

Your Eddie. 


I CLARIFY. . 


By Catherine Doherty 














I seem to be all alone on my 
side of the fence in the ever-grow- 
ing field of the Lay Apostolate. 
Again and again I am challenged, 
by mail or in person, to explain 
my stand. I find it exceedingly 
and increasingly difficult to do 
so; for perhaps I typify another 
|approach to the same verities of 
our Faith. That seems to be a 
istumbling block in establishing 
the dialogues the Holy Father so 
igreatly desires to see established 
|\—between West: and East. Or I 
ishould say, between Canada and 
ithe U.S.A. — and the Russians 
and other eastern groups. It is 
robably one of the most diffi- 
cult differences or divergencies to 
| bridge, because words being sym- 
|bols, carry one meaning to one 
;group of people and another 
meaning to another. 

The question is a vital one, for 
there is no one who really does 
some thinking (especially among 
Catholics) who does not realize 
that these are apocalyptic times, 
and that, without exaggeration, 
our world is poised over the abyss 
of annihilation! 

Behind a Fence 

Nor would anybody seeking the 
truth deny that the possibility of 
such a dialogue between East and 
West is becoming more difficult 
in the semantic and communica- 
tion field, because minds and 
souls are filled with fear and anx- 
iety, and with stress and strain 
beyond: the ordinary power of 
human beings to endure. This 
creates an atmosphere that is 
inimical, or at least non-conducive 
to peaceful, slow discussions, di- 
alogues on the truly vital matter 
that concerns us all. 

This matter may hold the key 
to the world of tomorrow, if in 
His mercy, God grants us that 
“tomorrow”. 











This chapel may make you think of the last rose of summer and the first falling leaves 





of autumn; but the picture was taken shortly after the first robins came back from the too- 
sunny south. It is our Cana Colony Chapel of Our Lady of the Lake, one of the favorite spots 
of many families. It is quiet and cool inside, and one can look out through the beautiful glass 


cross above the altar and 


see God’s trees waving in the delight of God’s blue sky—and maybe 


also see some of God’s delightful birds. One can also look at the statue of Our Lady, at the 
little crucifix above the tabernacle, and at the tabernacle itself—where God waits all day long 
to bless all those who come to Him and to give them comfort and rest and love. 








Especially difficult seems to be 
the possibility of establishing a 
dialogue with the lay apostolic 
groups, all working for the same 
end . . the healing and the restor- 
ation of the world to Christ, and 
the increase of His Mystical Body. 

On one side, the side of the 
majority, especially on the North 
American continent, the Lay 
Apostolate is viewed with what 
might be called a “world vision”’. 
It is considered that those of us 
who have had the privilege of 
wealth, high standard of living, 
University education, and all the 
other many privileges and gifts 
granted to the citizens of the 
North American continent, have 
an obligation to share all this 
with others. A statement nobody 
can deny .. a verity nobody could 
challenge! To this immense task, 
the majority wants to bring all 
the efficiency, all the know-how, 
all the intellectual approach pos- 
sible. 

Sociologists, anthropologists, 
missiologists, historians, men of 
various sciences, priests and lay 
people finely trained come togeth- 
er to discuss community better- 
ment. The teaching of skills and 
of crafts and of agriculture, and 
the latest method of all these, of 
academic teaching, of nurses’ 
training, of establishing health 
centers, of social work! 

How to Give? 

The vision is truly and seeming- 
ly all embracive and every think- 
ing person must subscribe to it 
and does without hesitation. All 
these are marvelous tools for love 
to work with .. for Caritas to 
use. The question arises, though, 
not so much as to what is needed, 
but how it is to be given. 

And here, I repeat, I seem to 
stand alone on my side of the 
fence. I am called a “visionary” 

. an idealist . . . and, occasion- 
ally, a plain fool. Perhaps I am 
all of these. I stand humbly be- 
fore my peers, ready to be correct- 
ed, instructed, reformed, if this 
be so For in the matter of the 
“How”, I differ seemingly radi- 
cally with all the methods pro- 
posed thus far. 

This does not mean that I re- 
fuse to use the tools of intelli- 
gence, of knowledge, of the know- 
how of professional experience. 
But I feel—or is it my Eastern 
soul that feels this?—that I have 
to walk in grave humility in the 
application. 

Try as I may, I cannot think of 
myself as a “Lady Bountiful” la- 
den with gifts of knowledge, of 
know-how, of professional com- 
petency, though I may have all 
these to share with those who 
haven’t got them . . 

I see myself a pauper . . a beg- 
gar . . who beholds others poorer 
and richer, who sees the have-not 
countries as my brothers. I shall 
go to them, if they allow me, with 
that same grave humility with 
which I approach the whole ques- 
tion of any mission, be it foreign 
or local. 

A Full Heart 

My Eastern eyes clearly see 
Christ in the Hindu, in the Afri- 
can, in all who suffer and are in 
want. I walk in fear and trem- 
bling, driven only by love of Him 
and of my fellow man. 

I feel infinitely blessed at be- 
ing permitted to share the poverty 
of my brethren, and of the Lord. 
And my heart is full of gratitude 
for the privilege. 

I see us allowing time to pass 
by, perhaps much time, for me 
and my spiritual children to live 
among our brethren in near or 
distant lands. Getting to know 
them. Earning their confidence 
and trust. Giving them mine, 
aa holding back any bit of 
it. 

Love, confidence, and trust 
have a name. Friendship. When 
we become friends in the Lord, 
I shall truly know their needs and 
begin to fulfill them, always with 
a soul and mind delicately attun- 
ed to the shadings of the man- 
ner of giving. This is important. 
In fact it is almost more import- 
ant than the gift. It is not easy 
to be on the receiving end. He 
who gives must first become an 
equal to him who needs, before he 
can give of his surplus. 

Oh, I stand ready to send ex- 
ceedingly well trained nurses to 
open dispensaries in wild places 
and overcrowded cities. But let 
them be nurses like Mother 
Theresa of India, who not only 
gives professional and efficient 


Full and Overflowing 

I’d love to send social workers 
trained in the best universities of 
North Ameriea in their vital pro- 
fession. But social workers who 
aim to be saints, and who are not 
only objective, _ scientifically 
speaking, but terribly subjective 
in an overflowing love for those 
they serve. 

I would like to send an army 
of teachers, craftsmen, and spe- 
cialists of all kinds to the four 
corners of the earth. But all of 
them should be men and women 
of deep prayer, of contemplation, 
apostles filled with the silence of 
the Lord and with the ability to 
listen and to learn instead of con- 
stantly speaking and teaching. 

We wish to serve our brethren, 
at home and abroad, with grave 
humility and infinite love, grate- 
ful beyond words for the oppor- 
tunity. We go with a spirit of 
atonement filling us to the brim. 

We go to atone for the sins of 
greed and selfishness of the white 
man everywhere, and for the sins 
of yesterday. This is how I see 
the works of the Lay Apostolate 
of today. 














AN IMPRESSION 


By John G. Foley, C.S.C. 





Like others who come to Ma- 
donna House for the first time, 
|I just didn’t know what to expect. 
Since my visit many friends have 
asked what I found... “what is 
that place all about anyway?” I 
had read about the Madonna 
House Apostolate, had met sever- 
al staff workers, and had sat on 
the end of my chair, like others, 
listening while ‘“B” gave me an 
ear-full of life’s realities. 

When my two weeks stay had 
ended I began to realize the im- 
pact it can make on the visitor. 
That is why so many come back 
. . . to stay. These people are of 
the same clay as the rest of hu- 
manity, but they have found an 
immense depth of peace. That 
simple silver cross of PAX CARI- 
TAS over the heart brings the 
satisfaction of dedication to 
Christ and one’s neighbor. 

They are in a movement of 
laymen in the Church, they 
come to realization of this, and 
when the time comes for their 
work in the field they have a 
foundation and spirit that every 
missionary should have. The Ma- 
donna House staff workers have 
been formed in a mould that is 
down to earth, trained by men 
and women who for years have 
seen and suffered life in the raw. 

They are taught what they will 
have to be, while they are being 
taught what they will have to do. 
They don’t live in a world apart 
like so many who put on the habit 
and say, “I’m done with this 
world!” Rather, they clothe 
their hearts in promises of pov- 
erty, chastity, and obedience. 
They learn to live a life dedicated 
to Love and Sacrifice. Then they 
turn and live with the world, so 
that the world may realize they 
are followers of Christ and, like 
Him, crucified for men. 

Anyone who has lived with the 
Madonna House people for any 
time knows that this particular 
segment of the lay apostolate is 
here to stay, being built on the 
solid rock of experience, suffer- 
ing and sacrifice. 

If you go to Madonna House 
you will find hard work, simple 
fare, lots of love; a life centered 
around Christ in the Blessed Sac- 
rament and His most honored 











care, knowledge and advice, but|™other. And if you stay at Madon- 
who, especially and TOTALLY|"4 House you will lose only one 
gives herself. thing . . yourself . 
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